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And Rgvana seized the bride, And cried with a mocking smile,
" The prize to the bold, to have and to hold," And he bore her to Lunka's Isle.
Gilehri, the little grey squirrel,
Who lives in the jutting eaves, He heard the taunt from his airy haunt
Among the pipal-leaves. Gilehri, the little grey squirrel,
He ran through wood and wold, Till Rama he found by a stricken stag,
And to him the tale he has told.
"Fair Sita is gone, is gone!"
The little grey squirrel cried. " Seized by the villain Havana,
To be his island bride. Broken I ween her heart.
Her shrieks they rent the air, For the demon caught her as she fled
And haled her away to despair."
The eyes of the hero Rama
Went blazing red as fire, And for a space he could not speak,
So terrible his ire. At last his wrath burst forth.
" I swear by the heaven and earth, I will not rest till I cleave the crest
Of this monster of evil birth."